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VOLUMES  OP  VERSE. 


The     Eternal    Now.     By     Holbrook     Jackson. 
(David  Nutt.     Is.  net.) 

IF  anything  can  mako  Omar  Khayyam. 
turn  in  his  grave,  causes  sufficiently 
exciting  are  to  be  found  in  the  number 
and  ineffectiveness  of  his  imitators,  who 
are  almost  as  plentiful  as  seabirds  on  the 
Bass  Eock.  The  latest  to  tune  his  harp 
in  the  Persian's  manner  is  Mr.  Holbrook 
Jackson.  While  we  are  not  in  a  position 
to  praise  his  attempt  with  any  notable 
heartiness,  we  may  at  least  say  that  his 
stanzas  are  far  from  being  the  worst 
imitations  of  Fitzgerald's  measure  that 
we  have  had  to  review  during  the  last 
few  years.  When  this  or  that  poetic 
fashion  rages,  we  think  such  versifiers  as 
are  strong-minded  enough  to  abstain 
from  succumbing  to  the  prevalent  mode 
ought  to  receive  warm,  congratulations 
from  their  friends.  In  the  four  verses 
that  follow,  it  will  be  seen  how  uncom- 
fortable is  Mr.  Holbrook  Jackson  'in  his 

p  cuvr  ts  I  v  ju.      it  i>  vt  -*.       \x  •*.  vx  i^v*.        w—  -        ___  - 

rsSaiaq  m?nmq  ^Bai  q^iM.  ^aein  9A\ 
q  nj  'saposida  mnipranq  jo 
9q^.  aoj  90T3ds  i9q  osn  o; 
9qs  f  1J13JO  £ivjLdi]i  9q;  nt 
jo  ^Cireca  os  op  so?  ' 


soop  oqs  i     T{iqijqojd 
9AT3qoq  o;  sni-cd 

o;  ^uapioni  Sat^pxe  9uo  tnojj  sn 
^on  89op  aoq^n'B  9qjj  *X!oCno  ^s 
ST?  ^ndraai'B;j9|UD  qons  X^ovxa  sn  H9ATS 
s-eq  pAort  siq;  jo  qj-ed  ja^<eai3  9q^  ^-Bq^ 
eivpap  A*;s9uoq  aedoid  \\u  q^iAv.  pu-e 
A*|isua  n'Ba  9M.  '.Cp^j  pa^ua^  siq; 
^q  ua^uM.  spAOTi  99jq^  jo  OAV^  ^soq  9q^ 
q^ia  jfypmbe  n-e  no  ivo*)  puv 
o^  89A[9S.ino  Snuq  ^OUUBO  GA\. 
•soDuauadxa  |nj^qilT[9p  M9j  ^  ^on  jo  ujoq 
oonapgnoo  —  aSpuqurcQ  "Bpy  ^q  pauSis 
uopou  spu'eq  ano  nt  pjoq  QM.  j9A9n9qAV 
sn'saardsut  oonapnaoo  jo  Smpaj  y 


THE  ETERNAL  NOW 

A  QUATRAIN-SEQUENCE 
AND  OTHER  VERSES 


HOLBROOK  JACKSON 


LONDON 

DAVID  NUTT 

AT  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  PH(KNIX 

AND  LIVERPOOL 

AT  THE  LIVERPOOL  BOOKSELLERS 

CO.  LTD. 

1900 


TO   FRANCES 


fR 

A 


1148107 


Thou  art  of  me,  my  Love, 
The  complement  and  soul ; 
Thou  art  my  life  and  hope, 
My  dwelling  and  my  dream. 
What  were  the  joy  of  Life, 
The  bliss  of  earthly  things, 
Without  that  sympathy  and  light 
Which  makes  them  thine  and  mine  ? 

Cycles  of  time  may  go. 

Passion  may  pass  and  be 

The  memory  of  bliss 

Long  dead ;  but  all  the  world 

Js  mine  in  thee,  and  Life 

Is  ours,  and  Death  is  dead, 

A  nd  thou  and  I  in  Life  and  Love, 

Shall  mingle  soul  in  souL 

Time  ?     What  is  time  to  us  ? 
Life — that  is  all  we  feel, 
Love — that  is  all  we  know  ; 
And  God — our  God  is  love  : 
For  time  has  ceased  to  be, 
And  Earth  is  dreamed  away, 
And  thou,  my  love,  art  life  to* me 
And  I  am  life  to  thee. 


THE   ETERNAL    NOW 


We  are  but  travellers  upon  a  road, 

With  straining  eye,  and  staff,  and  heavy  load 

Upon  our  backs  that  bends  us  low  and  makes 
The  weary  way  seem  dark,  and  long  the  road. 

But  sometimes  as  we  sojourn  by  the  way 
We  feel  the  fulness  of  a  better  day  ; 

And  sometimes  in  our  journeying  we  halt, 
And  stoop  to  pick  a  daisy  by  the  way. 


Ah,  love  !  let  me  thy  heavy  burden  bear, 
And  take,  dear  girl,  the  flowers  which  everywhere 
Spring  in  thy  path  ;  in  their  sweet  life  enlist — 
P"or  Beauty  lives  not  if  it  lives  not  there. 

I'll  take  you  with  me  love,  and  you  and  I 
Will  live— how  cold  and  sombre  is  the  sky 

To  those  who  walk  without  the  light  of  Love — 
Methinks  the  life  they  live  is  all  awry. 

And  I  will  weave  a  garland  for  thy  head 
Of  fragrant  violets,  roses  blushing-red, 

And  round  about  thy  pathway  poppies  strow 
And  heap  a  mound  of  rose  leaves  for  thy  bed. 


And  thou  shall  dream  of  sweeter  things  than  Life — 
If  any  sweeter  things  there  be  than  Life — 

And  thou  shalt  slumber,  Oh  so  peacefully, 
That  wak;ng  thou  shalt  feel  renewed  with  Life. 

Renewed  with  Life,  Ah  love  !  how  good  it  seems, 
To  hold  the  world  in  waiting  on  our  dreams, 

And  then  to  wake  into  the  light  of  day 
And  feel  the  mother  earth  with  beauty  teems. 

And  we  will  walk  the  earth  with  happy  mien — 
Glad  that  we  live  ;  contented  in  the  sheen 

Reflected  from  the  world  we  love  so  well — 
And  at  the  end  give  thanks  that  we  have  been. 


There  is  no  life  for  me  but  life  in  thee, 
No  joy  is  there  for  me  but  joy  in  thee  ; 

Oh,  say  there  is  no  joy  for  thee — oh  say 
There  is  no  life  for  thee  but  life  in  me. 


II 


I  saw  the  stars  peep  through  the  midnight  blue, 
And  then  I  felt  the  world  was  made  that  you 
And  I  should  grasp  the  bliss  of  earthly  joy 
And  live  in  sweet  content  our  moment  through. 

Come  love,  the  Spring  is  here  and  all  the  earth 
Freshens  with  Life  and  tingles  with  new-birth  ; 

The  woods  assume  a  robe  of  tender  green, 
The  ousel  chuckles  with  redoubled  mirth  : 


The  gorse  is  pregnant  with  the  promised  gold, 
The  daisy  wakens  in  the  grass-grown  mould  ; 

The  shivering  hedgerows  brave  the  chilling  wind 
With  hope  transcending  over  winter-cold. 

And  Summer  soon  will  come  with  all  its  sweet, 
And  birds  will  sing  and  flowers  bud  at  our  feet — 

So  come,  my  love,  we'll  revel  in  the  meads 
And  think  not  Summer  days  are  all  too  fleet. 

Love  of  my  heart,  the  moments  moving  on 
Bid  us  bestir  ourselves  and  take  the  one 

Sure  way  we  know  is  ours  to  take,  and  hold 
It  firmly  ours,  i'  the  light  of  Love  alone. 


Faith,  how  the  days  are  moving  swiftly  by  ! 

See  how  the  clouds  go  scudding  through  the  sky  ! 

Like  this  the  moments  steal  into  the  dark— 
O  take  them,  love,  'fore  we  too  with  them  fly  ! 

But  yesterday  I  saw  a  rose  bloom  rare, 
And  breathe  its  soul  into  the  Summer  air  ; 

But  now  the  rose  is  gone  and  perfume  too 
And  not  a  trace  to  tell  us  when  or  where. 

A  sun-lit  morning  in  the  month  of  June 
Is  like  a  western  wind  upon  the  dune, 

That  sweeps  into  the  cold  and  biting  air, 
To  fill  with  warmth  and  pass  away  too  soon. 


Friendship  is  ours,  O  take  it  while  we  may ; 
Beauty  is  ours  to  hold  or  cast  away  ; 

And  Love — immortal  Love — the  one  desire 
To  hold  another  as  our  own  alway. 

Ah  love  !    I  feel  that  you  and  I  aould  turn 
The  wayward  stream  of  sorrow,  to  a  bourn 
That  ripples  in  a  laughing-  light  cascade 
Down  memories  that  please  us  to  return. 

We  have  a  lease  within  this  earthly  sphere, 
Wherein  we  hold  high  revelry,  and  fear 
The  expiration  and  the  summing  up — 
But  what  avails  a  simple  human  tear  ? 


We  cannot  search  the  Future  nor  conceive 
What  pains  are  there  or  what  it  will  relieve, 
But  here  within  the  Present,  this  we  know, 
That  what  we  now  behold  we  can  believe. 

We  can  believe  the  sun  is  shining  fair 
We  can  believe  a  maiden's  soul  is  fair, 

And  when  the  day  is  dark  we  do  not  moan, 
For  we  believe  it  will  once  more  be  fair. 

Come,  take  the  smiles  and  kisses  of  the  world, 
And  with  the  darkness  be  thy  sorrow  furled  ; 

Content  thy  heart  with  what  thou  findest  here, 
We  know  not  of  another  better  world. 


Ill 


You  are  my  comrade — other,  none  beside — 
I  own  thee  not  but  as  the  planets  ride 

Projected  through  the  spheres  by  that  same  law 
Whose  certain  mandate  we  would  fain  abide. 

We  tread  our  equal  paths  throughout  the  years  ; 
No  better  each — yet  to  each  other  peers  ; 

Lords  of  our  souls,  we  yield  to  one  decree 
To  own  each  other's  happiness  and  tears. 


10 


Each  in  the  other  trusting,  we  will  tell 
The  gospel  which  is  ours  for  ill  or  well — 

We  are  content  with  what  our  souls  afford, 
And  leave  the  churches  to  the  fear  of  Hell. 

O  let  the  world  invest  in  what  it  will, 
It  is  enough  that  we  should  take  our  fill 

Of  what  we  know  is  certain,  aye  and  sweet, 
For  then  we  shall  not  risk  an  empty  till. 

Come  love,  the  golden  day  is  on  the  wane 
And  dreamy  eventide  is  here  again, 

Come  let  us  hold  our  vesper  in  the  calm 
And  shadowland  of  yonder  leafy  lane. 


And  in  the  hush  and  dark  of  eventime — 
When  all  the  Earth  is  sleeping"  in  a  rhyme, 

We'll  make  the  moments  ours,  O  love,  and  spend 
A  happy  space  within  the  waste  of  time. 

And  we  will  hold  the  present  in  a  kiss — 
For  Time  is  ever  ours  to  take  or  miss — 

Oh  let  the  world  go  by  a  moment,  love — 
The  world  is  nought  to  us  compared  with  this  ! 

Let  others  prate  of  how  the  world  is  made, 
Let  others  join  in  this  or  that  crusade  ; 

What  boots  the  blind  to  babble  that  they  see  ? 
We  take  our  soul's  direction — unafraid. 


We  know  our  own,  and  when  the  time  draws  near, 
To  slip  our  holding  of  this  planet,  dear, 

We  shall  not  grumble  with  our  lot  nor  weep, 
For  we  have  lived  our  lives  and  known  no  fear. 


IV 


But  come,  my  love,  why  all  this  solemn  thought  ? 
'Tis  not  the  coin  by  which  the  world  is  bought  ; 
Come,  mint  the  gold  by  which  the  subtle  joys 
Of  sweet  elusive  Life  are  only  caught. 

Come  to  the  hills  which  we  have  loved  so  long 
And  walk  once  more  their  sandy-ways  among, 

Where  we  have  felt  the  heart-beat  of  the  world, 
And  dreamed  ourselves  into  the  sky-lark's  song. 
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And  all  the  sea-sedge  clinging  to  the  hills, 

The  sheltering  grass-dells  fringed  with  daisy-frills, 

The  harmony  of  bird  and  rolling  sea — 
These  are  the  treasures  of  our  sea-girt  hills. 

And  loneliness  is  there  for  those  who  hold 
The  world  in  converse,  or  who  fain  would  fold 

The  tender  form  of  some  devoted  girl, 
In  ecstacy  that  never  can  grow  old. 

The  wild-thyme  breathes,  receptive  to  our  tread, 
A  perfume  rare  ;  and  here  a  poppy  red 

Waves  in  the  breeze,  or  laughing  burnet-rose, 
Or  some  enchanted  hare-bell  nods  its  head. 


We  will  return  unto  ourselves,  for  there 

At  least  our  kingdom  is  where  none  may  dare 

That  realm  is  ours,  founded  by  us  alone, 
To  keep  and  cherish  what  we  hold  most  rare. 

And  in  the  waking1  dream  of  that  full  tense, 
Co-operate  in  spirit  and  in  sense, 

There  will  be  none  beside  us  in  the  world, 
Nor  past,  nor  future,  whither  be  nor  whence. 

And  resting  here  forgetful  of  the  mart, 
Where  bread  is  bartered  by  ignoble  art — 

Forgetful  of  the  world  and  all  save  love, 
Perchance  forgetful  that  we  have  to  part. 
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There  is  a  sadness  in  the  parting  hour  ; 
I  feel  its  melancholy  like  the  flower 

That  heard  the  nearing  swishes  of  the  scythe 
And  knew  the  burden  that  its  rhythm  bore. 

Soul  of  my  soul,  you  are  my  body  too, 
Heart  of  my  heart,  I  am  not  I  but  you, 

And  this  fair  form  that  throbs  with  your  dear  life, 
Throbs  with  my  life, — it  is  no  longer  you. 
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Give  me  to  dream  within  the  restless  town 
Of  daisied  meadows,  streams  that  frolic  down 
The  hill-side,  just  to  cool  the  burning1  air — 
And  join  the  fragrance  of  the  hay  new-mown. 

The  village  clown,  the  hamlet  sleeping  by, 
The  dozy  cot,  the  ever  towering  sky, 

The  trellised  creeper,  and  the  lych-gate  hung 
With  ancient  ivy  dreaming  days  gone  by. 
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And  picture  me  the  ploughman  at  his  plough, 
The  noon-day  rest  beneath  the  shady  bough — 

The  drowsy  home-brew  welling  to  his  lips, 
Gurgling  the  health  of  the  eternal  now. 

And  when  into  the  country  I  retreat, 
Give  me  to  dream  of  every  buzzing  street ; 

Picture  me  every  face  of  joy  or  pain, 
By  commerce  lined,  or  scorched  with  passion's  heat. 

The  anxious  mart,  the  souls  that  know  not  rest, 
The  nervous  hurry,  and  the  unkind  zest, 

That  forms  the  basis  of  our  boasted  land  ; 
From  them  I  turn  to  what  I  know  is  best. 
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And  let  me  dream  the  night-time  to  my  mind, 
The  twinkling-  gas-lamp  and  the  close  drawn  blind, 
The  hushed  deserted  street  where  shadows  play 
With  vagrant  souls  who  feel  the  world  unkind. 

Picture  the  city  drudge  who  with  his  hod 
Of  petty  cares  upon  his  back  will  plod 

The  self-same  ways  his  tame  existence  through- — 
And  know  none  other  than  the  churches'  God. 

And  limn  me  in  my  dream  the  woman  who, 
Drenched  with  every  passion  through  and  through, 

Consigns  her  bartered  body  to  the  bed 
Of  that  cold  lover  who  at  least  is  true. 
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World-worn  and  wan,  he  surely  will  relieve 
The  erring  body  of  its  soul  and  weave 

A  curtain  of  forgetfulness  around 
The  soul  that  lived  to  laugh  and  learned  to  grieve. 

And  I  will  not  look  hardly  on  her  shame, 
For  who  am  I  to  cavil  or  to  blame  ? 

O  it  is  hard  enough  to  be  and  fail — 
Perchance  'tis  merely  luck  that  wins  the  game. 

For  Life  is  nought  but  as  a  tight  rope  hung 
Across  the  gulf  of  time,  and  old  and  young 

Are  acrobats  with  each  his  little  turn 
To  pass  across,  or  in  the  dark  be  flung. 


And  if  we  pass  across,  the  goal  is  Death — 
And  if  we  miss  our  way,  the  goal  is  Death — 

Each  step  we  take,  and  every  hour  that  flies 
But  takes  us  nearer  to  the  goal  of  Death. 

And  what  is  after  Death  no  one  can  tell, 
Not  one  returns  to  say  'tis  ill  or  well  ; 

Perchance  'tis  but  a  sleep  where  weary  souls 
For  ever  dream  away  the  fear  of  Hell. 

Why  think  on  Death  when  Life  is  standing  by 
With  lips  full  red  and  tender  flashing  eye  ? 

'Twere  mean  we  did  not  recognise  her  love — 
The  one  thing  certain  that  can  never  die. 
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And  after  all  the  odds  are  laid  aside 
The  earth  is  still  our  own,  the  world  is  wide 
And  full  to  brimming  with  a  goodly  store 
Of  things  that  make  it  pleasant  to  abide. 

In  sooth  methinks  'tis  well  that  we  have  pain, 
For  where  it  otherwise  the  bright  domain 

Of  Life  would  lose  its  fillip  in  the  glut 
Of  joy  in  turn  with  nought  but  joy  again. 
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VI 


Life,  that  is  all  our  longing  on  the  earth, 
Life,  full  of  kindness  and  a  little  mirth 

To  hold  us  well  in  balance  with  the  world, 
That  offers  so  much  pain  for  so  much  worth. 

And  I  who  sing  this  song  and  love  the  day 
With  love  surpassing  ought  that  I  can  say, 

Bequeath  this  word  of  wisdom  to  the  wise  : 
'•  Bestir  yourselves  with  life  while  still  you  may. 


Fashion  thine  image  to  the  fairest  shape 
Thy  soul  can  summon  from  the  void,  nor  ape 

The  little  aspirations  of  the  herd 
Who  know  not  Life,  and  Death  would  fain  escape. 

Caught  in  their  net  thy  spirit  would  grow  small — 
Blind  to  the  light,  deaf  to  the  linnet's  call— 

And  Love  and  Freedom  would  be  names  indeed, 
And  Life  itself,  nought  but  a  funeral  pall. 

Make  Life  a  dream,  and  dreams  reality, 
Out  stepping  to  that  dim  eternity 

Where  Life  and  Death  are  one  with  joy  and  pain, 
Distilled  into  the  world's  felicity." 


0  let  us  not  be  governed  by  the  whim 
That  rules  the  midget  and  that  teaches  him 

To  maim  his  soul  with  crude  and  ancient  laws 
That  spurn  Life's  chalice  at  the  very  brim. 

But  let  me  not  descend  into  debate  ; 

1  do  not  sing  as  one  who  lies  in  wait, 
With  verbal  lasso  subtly  coiled  to  choke 

The  hapless  wand'rer  with  its  cunning  prate. 

I  do  not  bend  to  any  man-made  code — 
Fearful  of  after-pain  the  race  hath  trode 

It's  hesitating  way  through  time  and  space 
Blinded  by  law  to  Love,  and  Life,  and  God. 
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Let  us  the  universe  about  us  make 

Bright  with  the  consciousness  we  could  forsake 

Each  bond  that  halts  our  progress ;  let  us  show — 
The  world  is  for  the  world  to  give  and  take. 

Freedom  !  the  power  to  live  the  life  the  soul 
Aspires  to  live,  regardless  of  the  toll 

Demanded  to  uphold  the  sickly  stock 
Of  those  who  claim  the  part  and  miss  the  whole. 

Meanwhile,  the  time  we  spend  with  love  and  song 
Is  short  ;  the  daylight  wanes,  and  hark,  the  dong 

Of  Time's  grim  Curfew  tolls  the  light  away, 
Before  we  would  depart  or  say  :  "  So  long  !  " 
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OTHER    VERSES 


THE    SKY-LARK'S    SONG 

O  sky-wrought  shower  of  melody  divine, — 

Impassioned     song     from     feathered     minstrel 

poured  ! 
Where  dost  thou  glean  that  silver-noted  chord, 

That  thrills  the  soul  like  some  angelic  sign  ? 

Is't  round  thy  throbbing  heart  in  sweet  entwine, 
Bound  lightly  by  some  fairy  spirit-horde, 
Unravelled  by  thy  love  to  make  a  ford 

From  earthly  shores  to  that  sweet  land  of  thine  ? 

Or  is  it  some  immortal  message  sent 
To  wing  the  arrow  of  the  sentiment 

Which  finds  its  centre  in  Fraternity  ? 
Or  rather,  some  deep  world-note  of  content, 
That  from  the  bosom  of  the  Excellent 

Draws  mankind  nearer  to  Eternity  ! 
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THE   TRAVAIL   OF   TRUTH 

Darkness  around,  with  little  compromise, 

Save  here  and  there  some  faulty  gleam  of  light, 
That  made  the  darkness  darker,  and  the  sight 

Of  stumbling  men  more  hopeless  of  surmise  : 

But  mid  the  darkness  did  the  sun  arise, — 

The  sun  of  Truth  which  shone  so  passing  bright 
That  men  were  dazzled  by  the  cloudless  light, 

And  blamed  the  sun  that  blazed  before  their  eyes. 

Still  burning  through  the  stigma  of  its  name, 
Like  smould'ring  torch  in  smoky  mantle  furled, 

The  all-consuming  vigour  of  its  flame 

Burst  through  the  cloak  of  sombre  cloud,  and 
hurled 

Around  the  spreading  halo  of  its  flame, 

To  guide  the  halting  footsteps  of  the  world. 
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IMMORTAL     NIGHTS 
To  A.  E.  T. 

Immortal  nights  ?     Immortal,  when  thus  spent 
In  gath'ring  from  the  mind's  rich  fund  of  thought 
The  flow'rs  of  Truth  our  yearning  souls  have 
sought, 

And  in  their  budding  beauty  found  content. 

For,  in  the  city, — grim  expedient 

To   earn   our   bread, — where    Life   is  sold   and 

bought, 
And  Truth,  O  friend !  supernal  Truth  is  nought, 

The  soul's  aspiring  spirit  must  be  pent. 

So  at  the  dawn  of  eve  \ve  shun  the  town,— 
It's  greed  of  gold,  its  lust,  it's  sordid  lies  ; 

And  in  a  soul's  commune  we  gain  respite  : 
We  tread  within  the  realms  of  sweet  renown, 
Beyond  the  ken  of  dim  commercial  eyes, 
And  revel  in  the  Truth's  Eternal  light. 


LIFE 

Careering  through  the  mystic  realms  of  space, 
The  comet  hurls  its  magic  course  along; 
Shedding  a  passing  light  amid  the  throng 

Of  starry  outposts  on  its  feverish  race. 

With  slow  gradation  gleams  the  light  apace, 
Till  bursting  into  grandeur,  like  a  song 
That  swells  unto  its  height,  and  fades  among 

The  teeming  air,  then  disappears  with  grace. 

E'en  so  the  dream  called  Life,  the  anxious  dream 
Throbbing  across  its  short,  heartrending  sky, 
With  alternating  pain  and  joyous  cry, 

From  shadow  comes  with  gently  growing  beam, 
And  lives  its  little  day, — it  knows  not  why, — 
Till  into  shadow  passes  like  a  sigh. 


THE   APPROACH    OF   SUMMER 

Gay  is  the  woodland  with  russet  and  gleam, 

Bright  is  the  path  of  the  world  ; 
Jocund  the  ploughman  now  driving  his  team, 

Summer  will  soon  be  unfurled. 
Unfurled,  unfurled  with  glory  and  gladness, 

No  sorrow  the  heart  to  cloy  : 
Sunbeams  will  dance,  and  banish  all  sadness 

To  realms  that  know  of  no  joy. 

Gaily  the  song  of  the  sky-lark  above, 

From  cloud-land  to  earth  is  hurled, 
Sxveetly  he  sings  his  symphonious  love, — 

"  Summer  will  soon  be  unfurled." 
Take   the  sweet   gifts   that   bright   Summer  will 
bring ; 

Drink  of  the  joy  of  the  world  ; 
Fill  up  the  cup  of  Life  ;  let  the  heart  sing  ; 

Summer  will  soon  be  unfurled. 


DAY-DREAMS 
Sometimes  I  dream  when  all  the  world  is  waking; 

Sometimes  I  live  in  other  lands  than  these, — 
Still  I  am  here ;  and  oft  my  heart  is  breaking, 
When  in  the  thronged  street  I  seem  at  ease. 
Steal   in    my   mind,    sweet    dreams,    when    I    am 

dreaming  ! 
Breathe  through  my  soul  dear  tender  thoughts 

of  one, 
Who,    while     I    wake,    through    sadness    oft    is 

beaming 
Warm  rays  of  gladness  like  the  full-orbed  sun. 

Sometimes  I  dream  thy  love  is  going  from  me, — 

Light  of  my  life,  let  not  this  dream  be  true  ! 
Dark  is  the  world  without  thy  ray  of  beauty  ; 

Darker  my  life,  but  that  I  live  for  you. 
Still   would  I  dream,  still   have   my   heart-strings 
teeming 

Sorrowing  thoughts,  and  pangs  of  love-wrought 

pain  ; 
Still  would  I  weep,  and  sorrow  in  my  dreaming, 

If  but  to  wake  to  love  of  thee  again. 
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TIME 

Onward  the  moments  fly, 

Past  all  returning- ; 
Cast  we  a  lingering  eye, 

Passively  yearning. 
Time  that  has  gone  before, 

Nought  can  detain  it  ; 
Bring  back  one  memVy  more, 

Strive  to  retain  it. 

Oh  !   to  retard  a  while, — 

Hold  well  the  bearing  : 
Stay  for  a  little  while 

This  endless  wearing  ! 
On  still  the  moments  fly, 

Eloquence  spurning, — 
On  they  go — on  they  fly, 

Past  all  returning. 
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THE    CALL 

An  eloquent  voice  appealed  to  me, 

Out  of  the  darkness,  out  of  the  sea  ; 

Out  of  the  sea  as  the  wail  of  a  gull, 

"  The  people  are  crying-,"  I  said, 

"The  children,  the  women,  the  incapable  men 

Are  all  of  them  calling  to  me, 

Plaintively  calling  to  me 

Out  of  the  sorrowful  sea." 

Out  of  the  dark,  as  the  call  of  a  God — 

As  the  peal  of  an  organ  thrills  the  soul — 

Ineffably,  infallibly— 

Out  of  the  dark  came  the  voice  to  me. 

««  Tis  the  call  of  the  world,"  I  said, 

14  Tis  the  cry  of  the  world  for  Life 

Tis  the  cry  of  the  dark  for  Light, 

Eternally  calling  to  me, 

Sternly,  yet  lovingly — 

Eternally  calling  to  me — 

Out  of  the  darkness,  out  of  the  sea." 


To    F.  J.  R. 

Comrade,  that  you  and  I 

Have  trod  Elysian  ways, 

And  felt  the  throb  of  hidden  Truth 

Revealing1  future  joy — 

Have  seen  and  have  believed 

Where  others  grope  and  fail, 

Is  sweet  to  think  on,  sweet  to  know, 

But  sweeter  far  to  feel. 

Though  yet  we  may  not  know 
What  lies  beyond  the  night, 
The  living  sweetness  of  the  world 
Is  ours  to  dwell  upon. 
Let  others  cant  and  rave, 
We  too  can  hold  our  own 
In  consciousness  of  progress 
To  Light  beyond  the  Night. 


I  trow  we  both  have  felt 

The  pulsing  of  the  world, 

The  throb  of  star-lit  firmament, 

Commanding',  passionate  ! 

We  two  have  also  known 

The  sweet  delights  of  Love, 

And  with  a  wild  amazement  peered 

Deep  in  a  maiden's  eyes. 

And  for  myself,  dear  friend, 
When  passing  Doubt  has  reig'ned 
Upon  the  throne  of  vanquished  Faith, 
And  racked  me  with  his  taunt ; 
Full  many  times  hast  thou 
Released  me  from  his  thrall, 
And  to  her  place  thou  hast  restored 
The  erstwhile  fallen  one. 
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And  with  the  days  that  fly, 

Like  winged  steeds  of  light 

Adovvn  the  with'ring  steeps  of  Time, 

Each  faster  than  before, 

May  closer  grow  the  bond 

Of  intellect  and  heart, 

And  fuller  be  the  quickening  days 

For,  comrade,  you  and  me. 
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RHAPSODY 

'Twas  evening  :  from  the  bridge 

That  spanned  the  brook 

Which  babbled  o'er  the  road, 

The  gloomy  pines  looked  gaunt  and  grey 

As  sentinels,  mute  and  motionless, 

Above  the  rising  mist ; 

And  on  its  way 

The  brook  turning  a  dreamy  melody, 

As  'twere  a  lullaby  it  sang, 

Mingled  the  distant  plash, 

Where  leapt  its  waters  down  a  jagge"d  bank, 

With  soothing  note  that  lulled  the  restful  trees 

To  dreamy  somnolence. 

The  wakeful  kine  plundered  the  hazel  hedge, 

And  munched  in  rhythmic  measure  ; 

While  in  the  wood  the  drowsy  pigeons  cooed 

Their  love  to  one  another. 
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And  you  were  with  me  on  the  bridge 
In  silence  born  of  gentle  sounds  : 
All  thought  of  man  had  from  us  disappeared, 
And  we  forgot  the  universal  roll 
Of  planetary  system,  Life  and  Time, 
And  lived  a  perfect  spell 
In  loving  ecstacy. 
Alone  we  were  from  human  life, 
And  as  we  peered  unto  the  stars 
That  gemmed  the  darkling  sky, 
We  felt  at  one  with  Life  and  Death- 
Knowing  all,  and  dreading  nought — 
'Twas  as  a  moment  in  Eternity. 
We  little  spake,  nor  longed  for  words 
To  tell  what  silence  told  more  volubly  ; 
We  little  spake,  the   fires  of  Love 
Kindled  our  thoughts  together, 
Coincident  each  to  each 
In  burning  rapture  chaste  and  free. 
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Into  my  arms  you  nestled  fearlessly  ; 

And  through  each  other's  eyes  we  peered 

Into  each  other's  soul, 

Until  the  soul  of  each  merged  into  one  ; 

And  all  the  world  sank  from  us, 

As  high  upon  the  pinnacle  of  Life, 

Unconscious  of  all  save  Love, 

Our  spirits  joined  in  selfless  sympathy, 

Uprose  upon  ecstatic  wings 

To  purer  heights  of  unrevealed  bliss. 

And  less  and  less  grew  Earth 

With  all  its  cares, 

Until  we  seemed  to  know  it  not — 

Breathing  each  other's  soul, 

Dreaming  each  other's  dream — 

Living  each  other's  life  ; 

Sense  and  soul,  body  and  mind, 

One  in  impulse  and  desire, 

We  grasped  the  reins  of  Love  from  God 

And  made  them  ours, 
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Still  on  the  bridge  we  stood  ; 

And  o'er  the  road,  gurgling  on  its  way, 

The  little  brook  stole  on— 

The  kine  now  chewed  the  cud  and  dreamed— 

The  pigeons  slept — 

The  mist  rose  higher  still— 

And  gaunt  and  spectre-like 

The  gloomy  pines,  like  friendly  ghosts, 

Swayed  by  a  phantom  breeze 

Of  scarce  a  breath, 

Sighed  in  answer  to  our  sigh  of  love — 

And  all  the  earth  sighed  in  sympathy— 

As  knowing  all  our  rapture  and  delight 

It  would  say,  "  PE/UK." 


LENVOI 

I  often  sing  as  others  sing. 
As  others  sing  I  often  try, 
To  tell  my  passion  to  the  sky, 

My  song  to  raise,  my  soul  to  wing 
Its  flight  unto  aerial  spheres 
Where  only  the  Arch-Angel  hears. 

And  up,  and  tip  1  seem  to  rise 

Entranced,  unsullied  of  the  world, 

Until  my  ecstacy  is  hurled, 
Touched  with  the  rapture  of  the  skies, 

Back  to  the  earth  where  those  who  list. 

Hearken  to  songs  by  sunshine  kist. 

The  song  is  old,  the  song  they  hear 
Is  fraught  with  many  a  sob  and  sigh, 
And  as  it  trembles  from  the  sky 

The  bitter-sweet  of  Beauty's  tear 
Finds  its  fraternal  counterpart 
Deep  in  the  trammels  of  the  heart* 
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